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accented. Yet his eyes were his most arresting feature. Years spent
on the decks of vessels and amid limitless sweeps of ice and snow
had given them a chronic squint. Through narrowed lids peered
those grey eyes, boring through one as their gaze passed on into
infinite distances.
Amundsen had come to America in the autumn of 1924, dis-
illusioned and embittered. He hoped to earn enough by lecturing to
finance further explorations in the Arctic, but that, he knew, was an
outside chance. He expected only to go to a cabin he owned at
Wainwright, far in the north of Alaska, near Point Barrow, and
there spend the rest of his days. He had packed up at home and
had brought most of his most treasured belongings with him.
He loved Alaska. It was in Alaska he landed after both his north-
west and north-east passages of the Arctic Ocean, and from Alaska
that he planned to start for the North Pole in the Pram before he
knew that Peary had already reached it. When we were coming
down from Alaska after the Norgt flight, as the steamer headed
south into Norton Sound I saw Amundsen standing at the rail, his
chin on his hand, looking at the receding coast of the land of his
choice. I stepped beside him and observed that his eyes were moist.
"I suppose I will never see it again," he said.
He never did.
He was a virtuoso of exploration, following to his goal with a
singleness of purpose shared by a painter at work on a masterpiece
or by a poet aware that he is writing something imperishable.
Nothing but his work and his goal counted with Amundsen. As
a result, he neglected other sides of himself. He had no business
sense, for instance, and was always in hot water over finances. He
went into bankruptcy, and creditors hounded him for money. In
his room at the Waldorf I frequently heard a mysterious rustling of
paper on the floor—another court summons for Amundsen being
slid under the door.
Creditors never let him rest. Even when we reached Seattle after
that voyage from Alaska and were in the midst of a civic welcome,
the inevitable process-server appeared. Poor Amundsen had to leave
the dinner for a little while and take this fellow to his room in the
hotel, to go through the same story once more.
Such persecution made an old man out of him before his time.

